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Summary: ‘Silver pants slung low and that look.. 
ee ee 


Silver pants slung low and that look, the one that reminds me just too much of Sid, you know the one of Sid 


and Nancy fame? 


Rail thin, almost seems as though he's gonna break, literally come apart in my hands. But so strong, fighting 
for this, for himself, for us. Knowing this time he's got to win. 


So little time after the shoot before he had to be back, watched almost constantly. A quick grope and a feel to 


last until God knows when... probably some gig or other. We've got a few quiet ones lined up. 


Such a brief amount of time to see them get reacquainted, Duff's light to his dark a picture waiting to painted. 


It always takes my breath every time | see it, almost finishes me when I'm involved with it. 


A voice outside our changing room yelling that its time, a finale touch of his lips to mine and a whispered 


promise of next time and not much longer. 


Scott leaves trailing after his minder and Duff deflate slowly much like a pricked balloon finishing up with his 
head in his hands. 


| know he hurts we both do. We miss him so much he's the link that completes us. But that doesn't mean we 


don't understand, that would be stupid after all Duff and | have been through. 


So we live on promises; that of us and of our music. We're ready, that close we can taste it there's just that 
final thing we need to complete it, to take that last step and he just walked out. 


So | sit next to my blond and haul him close. We hold on to each other keeping the memory of his touches, of 
his voice, of him being with us ‘til the next time. Grasping on to another's words hoping that the truth in them 
is real this time and not some institution woven dream that dissolves in harsh daylight. 


Holding on until this becomes real. 


~End~ 


